CHAPTER   I

FAIR HORIZONS OR DEVIL'S PARADISE?

ONCE upon a time, finding myself in the editorial
chair of the Spectator, I offered a small prize for
the  best  proverb or  aphorism to guide a man
through life.   It was a popular competition.   Out of nearly
a thousand entries I chose: "Love, trust, dare, and go on
doing it"

Two years afterwards, on a passage to Oslo in a nasty
little boat that smelt of fish-oil, 1 met a man who pulled
out of his pocket-book a cutting which he said was his con-
stant solace and support, J felt seasick, and wras suffering
also from a heartache at the time, but the sight of the
motto cheered, me, rather faintly.

To-day 1 think of it again in regard to Herr Hitler, and
reali/c that every proverb has its opposite. How many
times we have been bitten is a matter for discussion, but
now without question we must be twice shy of his promises.
His fault is writ large across a startled Europe, None of
his neighbours trust him. The law of the jungle prevails.
With the breaking of his pledge at Munich our recent
hopes of disarmament and reconciliation lie shattered
beyond the possibility of quick repair,

It is sad to recall how recent these hopes have been.
Only a few days before the swoop on Prague we were told
that, the skies were clearing* A trade delegation was about
to sign an important agreement in Berlin* Sir Samuel
Hoare was speaking of a Golden Age, The dove of peace
seemed returning with the glories of our English spring,
Then Hitler marched

The pity of it!   We are racially close to the Germans
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